aga	you can't be too careful
but afterwards got into trouble for looting salvaged bric-a-
brac. Bert Bloxham was killed in Lybia and Horry Budd
went down with the Hood,
It is possible to give these few disconnected glimpses of
various personalities who have passed across the background
of the Tewler scene, but several of those incidental individuals
have proved untraceable. I do not know what became of
Miss Blame, Evangeline's rival for Edward Albert's adolescent
affections. But then, I never knew whence she came. She
may have given up bleaching her hair and got lost in the
brown. I could not pick her out of an identification parade.
Molly Brown too disappears again among a swarm of other
Cockney young women from whom she is indistinguishable.
Miss Pooley I heard of last in the postal censorship. Mr
Blake at Southsea went on getting older and bitterer like
stewed tea. He was found to be hoarding two bars of gold
which he ought to have relinquished to the government long
ago; he was fined, but he escaped any further penalties on
account of his age and infirmity. He seems to have been killed
in the raid on Portsmouth in April 1940, and his book,
Professors^ so-called, and Performances•, if ever it was written, must
have perished with him, . . .
These notes are in the nature of an interim report. This
is how these individuals flew this way and that according to
their natures,, in this opening phase of an ultimate world
revolution which is still only like a fire beginning to-burn,
They are the sparks of a whirling tprch, leaving traces as they
fly. The fire may blaze on or die down. All men are political
animak—one cannot hammer that in too persistently—
and now their fates are bound together in one. The great
wheel of human fate turns, and turns more and more swiftly,
either to fling off its human burthen into the void altogether,
or, if that human burthen does after all develop sufficient
tenacity, to carry it flaring on to a new phase of infinitely
more vigorous living.
Let us take our last view of Tewler from the extreme outer
rim of that circling wheel of destiny.

